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(Poor child, that he should be burdened his life
long with so outlandish a name!) How char-
acteristic that he should be sitting gravely by
himself pulling something to pieces! But, at
the moment, she felt nothing but pity. He had
already, although he was but six years old, the
face of an old man, the high forehead lined and
the corners of the mouth bitter, and those strange
grey penetrating eyes. His legs were dangling
over the chair, but she noticed immediately
that, absorbed as he was, at once, when he heard
someone enter, he drew them up so that no one
should observe their inequality. His body was
too small for his head; his hands, she saw, were
very beautiful, and, later, when she had reason
to know how proud he was of them, she was
interested to remember how quickly she had per-
ceived them.

What followed touched her deeply. Walter,
in his magnificent claret coat and resplendent
pantaloons, hurried forward to his son, caught
him up in his arms and held him close to his
breast. The child seemed unmoved* His face
did not change. Only one hand rested on his
father's big one. Walter kissed him many
times, oblivious of everyone else there,

* You must say How do you do?' he com-
manded him, and brought him to Judith.    The
child's  cold grey eyes rested on her and,  she
fancied, with an expression of instant dislike.

* How do you do, ma'am?' he said in a small,
remote voice*    She bent forward and kissed his
cheek, which was chill and dry.    It was odd to